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demanded it on their knees. When 
Guitaut, who was examined as a wit- 
ness against him, was asked, whether 
he knew the maishal in the battle; 
he answered, with tears in his eyes, 
" The fire, blood, and smoke that 
covered him, prevented me at fiist 
from distinguishing him ; but when 
1 saw a man, who, after having broken 
six of our ranks, was slaughtering the 
soldiers in the seventh, 1 judged it 
could be bo one but the duke of 
Montmoienci; I did not know it cer- 
tainly, till 1 saw him lying on the 
ground under his horse that was slain " 
His tomb is still at Moulmes. The 
revolutionists were about to destroy 
it, when a voice was heard, crying: 
" What ! are you going to destroy the 
tomb of a patnot, who fell a victim 
to despotism?" 



FATE OF A COMEDY. 

Colin de Harleville, a little before 
his dea*h, wrote a comedy, entitled 
Brotheis' Quarrels, which the manager 
to whom he offered it, returned with such, 
animadveisions, that the author order- 
ed his servant to thiow it into the 
ike. The girl however, Hunktng she 
might as well make a penny of it, if 
her master could not, sold it for waste 
paper. After it was thus condemned 
to enwrap cheese and bacon, the first 
leaf luckily met the eyes of a person, 
who knew the hand writing of the 
deceased. He repaired to the cheese- 
monger's, saved the whole from the 
fate that threatened it, and offered it to 
another manager, who judged of it less 
severely, brought it out, and it had a 
great run. 



ORIGINAL POETRY. 



To the Proprietors of the Belfast Magazine. 

The following poetical addresses 
to Pleiskin and Fan-head, we»e writ- 
ten by Humphry Davy, Professor of 
Chemistry at the Royal Institution, 
London, during, or after his visit to this 
country. They had got into circulation 
in manuscript, and thinking, as well from 
their excellence, as their being descnp- 
tive of local sceneiy in this country, they 
would be acceptable to many leadeisof 
your magazine, I had an application 
made through the medium of a friend in 
London to the author foi liberty to pub- 
lish them in it, to which request he o- 
bligingly consented. K. 

TO FAIR HEAD 

IN THE COUNTY ANTRIM. 

FAIR are the noblest foinisof art, and 
fair 

The mimic excellence, with which genius 
cloathes 

The tints that waken into perfect life ; 

Delightful is thehaiuiony of thought 

Which from Ihe mind creative can pro- 
duce 

The beautiful, decorous, or sublime ; 

These faculties aie glorious, but they are 

As dreams, or semblances, remote and 
taint 

Of theetemal and mysterious power 

Which lives, and moves unalteicd j of that 
power 

From whom the great realities arise, 
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Which form the life of nature, and the 

change, 
And endless motion of all natural things; 
A power most amply felt, arid best con- 

cen ed 
In that tumultuous passion of the soul, 
When new sensations fiom the outward, 

woi Id 
Impiess themselves in rapture : 

Such of late 
Hate often visited my changeful mind, 
Amidst the awful rocks and stoimy 

shotes 
OfNoithem Erin— and have kindly left 
A lovely vision, which will never die; 
Hence in the b»sy stu rings of the world, 
And in the weaunews of active life 
Oft shall I image, in then Vividness, 
The lofty pionioiitory.'and the flift, 
And the wide ocean, and the moving air 
Raising the wave. 

But chiefly thee, Fan-bead, 
Umivalled in *hy toim and majesty, 
For on thy m.ghty summit I base walked 
In the bright sunshine, whilst beneath i»v 

feet J 

The clouds have rolled in snjcndour, hid- 
ing now 
As if leluctaiitly, whilst full in view 
The blue tide wildly lolled, skuted with 

foain. 
And bounded by the green »nd smilmfc 

laud, 
The dun pale mountain, and the purple 

sky ; 
Stupendous cliffs, the birth et unknown 

years 
Ns 
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Long have the billows beat thee, long the 

Bond 
Rush'd o'er thy pillai'd rocks, ere life a- 

dorn'd 
Thy biokeu suitaee, eie tfte yellow moss i 
Had tinted thee, or the soft dew of 

Hea*en 
Crown'd thee with verdure, or the eagles 

made 

Thy caves then any 

So in atter tune 
Long shaltthou lest unaltei<.d 'midst the 

wieok 
Of all the mightiness, of human vvoiks. 
Foi not the lightning, nor tbe whiilwind's 

torce, 
Nor all the waves of ocean shall pre\a'l 
Anainst thy giant strength, and thou 

shalt stand 
'Till that almighty voice which bade thee 

use 
Shall bid thee fall. 



With moie than mortal attributes endow- 
ed ; 

Whose mighty feet, dashed back the 
foamy ea, 

Whose rniehty ami uprear'd the pillar'ct 
rocks, 

And fixed the everlasting boujidaty 

Of. jfci id's Jovejy Isle. 



TO PLEISKIN j 
1HE billows break around thee, and thy 

tints 
Enrich the bosom of the Ocean-wave ; 
WUd is thy broken outline, wheie the 

curve 
Of vatied bcantv.and the abrupt sublime, 
Impiess a mingled feeling. The wild storm 
That whitens thy foundations, troubles not 
E'en with its lightest spray, its top-most 

crag, 
Such is thy loftiness, thy Gntnt foim 
hupieuie; thy majesty ; yet still enhanc'rl 
By wondions semblances, closely alUed 
To peifect ait; displaying such design 
As kindied in the gieat < leative mmd 
Ot him whose genius warm in lite and 

power, 
Irtom all the eh merits that natuie gave, 
Ofgiaiid or lovelv, with the nicest skill 
SeUctue, those that blend in harmony, 
Arid raised as it by the magician's ait, 
The gothie pile, magnificent and chaste 
In any lightness, vet nnnval'd strength, 
Beauteous in paits majestic as a vibole. 
i'lers&in ' the fancy wakens as the sense 
Glows at thy noole features, and the mind 
Is cairied back to those lemotei timrs, 
When superstition imaged in his power 
*The Danish King, with moie than mortal 

stien^tb, 

*Tbe author 18 mistaken m calling the per- 
son, to whom tins fabled exploit is attributed, the 
Qdmsk King. The pretensions of the renowned 
Fmgal to this honour are undisputed in Ireland, 
every peasant, theie, knowing that the giant 
Fin M'Cumhal, or M'Cool (the common Same of 
FmgalO -erected the stupendous fabrick here al- 
luded to , and that Fin M'Cool was an Irish grant, 
we hope the author will not deny, or at least that 
he will not be so imprudent is to dispute the 
fact with the feasants aforesaid. 



ODE TO IDLENESS, 

GODDESS of Ease, leave Lethe's brinte. 
Obsequious to the Muse aad me, 

For once endure the pain to think, 
Oh sweet insensibility • 

Sister of Ease and Indolence, 

Thou Muse, bung numbers soft and slow, 
Elaborately void ot sense, 

And sweetly thoughtless let them ffow. 

Beneath some ozier's dusky shade, 
There let meslvep away dull hours, 

And underneath let Flora spie-.fl, 
A sopba of hei sweetest floweis. 

Whilst Philomel her notes shall breath 
Foith horn the neighbouring pine, 

And muimursfiom the stream beneath 
bhail flow in unison with thine. 

For thee, O Idleness, the woes 

Of hie we patiently endnie, 
Thou ai t the source whenee labour flows, 

We shun thee, but to make thee sine. 

For who'd endme War's stoim and blast. 
Or the hoajse thnndeting of the sea, 

But to be idle at the last, 

And find a pleasing end in tbee. A. 



AN E LEGS'. 

In these far climes (there summer's gen- 
tle gales* 

Shake sweetest odours fiom their dewy 
plumes, 

Silent I tamble thro' the lonely vales 

When pen'ite evening brings her twilight 
glooms. 

Wheie'er I turn, I gaze with mute sur- 
prize, 
Heie caieless nature spmts inevely part, 
Un/.ones her beauties to admiiing eyes. 
And with new transpoit thrills th' insatiate 
heait. 

Heie silver stieamlets glitter thro' the 
grove, 

And softly mutmuras they pour ato»g j 

Fiom tiee to tree the feathered songsters 
rove, 

And the sweet wnodlttk thrills her. eve- 
ning song. 



